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GREAT WHITE SHARK

     Setting out from Gansbaai, South Africa, with 
eighteen passengers and three crewmen, the air is 
thick with anticipation. With our first encounter in-
volving a great white shark approaching, we drop an-
chor near Dyer Island. Chum bags are lowered into 
the water and an unctuous scent trail slowly drifts 
away from the vessel. The captain slices away long 
strips of fish, attaches them to a line and float, and 
heaves them overboard. A wooden seal decoy called a 
“cookie” is also offered in case the shark fancies des-
sert. All there is to do now is wait.
     This is the part where the pulsating, ever-loud-
ening theme song of the movie “Jaws” plays in your 
head. “SHARK!” someone yells, and unmistakably a 
nine foot great white shark suddenly appears. Cir-
cling the boat in a nonchalant but deliberate fashion, 
he gauges what tasty morsels await beneath the sur-
face. Taking a couple of passes, he heads directly for 
the bait, lunging within inches of the meat before 
it is teasingly hauled back to the boat. Tuna is too 
expensive to give to every shark that happens by and 
today there will be many.
     It doesn’t take long before another shark is sight-
ed – a much larger shark! Perhaps 12 feet long, its 
enormous shadow lumbers below. Seemingly exud-

ing extreme confidence 
that must come with 
being the emperor of 
your domain, he pa-
tiently surmises the 
scene. His pace quick-
ens with each succes-
sive approach toward 
the tuna. Closer every 
time, he zeros-in on his 
target. Racing forward, 
he opens his gaping 
maw and explodes with 
a mighty clamp of his jaws! Shaking his head violent-
ly back and forth, he is determined to claim his prize. 
The shark speeds toward the shark cage contain-
ing five spellbound divers. With lure in mouth, he 
swoops into the cage rocking it with his pectoral fin! 
A crewman holds on steadfastly as the shark streaks 
to the stern! Abruptly with a thundering splash he 
is gone, leaving us with only disbelief and a severed 
line. 

Dave Gibson is a photographer & writer focusing on the natu-
ral world around us.  His imagery can be found on his web site 
at www.davegibsonimages.com
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